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"DeLuna was enthusiastic about the place and he told the Crown that his seamen believed it to be 'the best port in the Indies.' He wrote that the country 'seems to be healthy. It is somewhat sandy, from which I judge that it will not yield much bread. There are pine trees, live oaks, and many other kinds of trees.' De Luna said little about the natives because there were very few of them and those who showed up were quite friendly. He identified them as 'only a few fishermen.'"​[1]

― Charles W. Arnade 

The Florida Historical Quarterly 
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Pensacola, La Florida 

1796

––––––––
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PHILLIP OAKLEY WALKED the sandy path to the Spanish settlement in the darkness knowing it by heart. The comforting scent of seagrass and pine filled his senses and almost made him feel at home. He'd walked this land as a captive in British-controlled Pensacola until England lost the revolution in America and moved him to the Indies. There, he'd flourished as a fisherman and bought a small boat. When his business took off, his history was forgotten. He was a rich man now. No one cared where he lived, or how. 

A sudden burst of laughter exploded in the air, and Phillip froze. To his right, a loud voice replied, and he realized he'd stumbled past a late night conversation between two persons too important to keep quiet for the neighbors. He slunk against a shadowy tree to listen. Estimating how far he'd traveled from the bayou, he presumed it was one of the night watchmen near the officials' offices and homes. Someone said, "the gardens," in Spanish, and he heard fading footsteps to the north.

Phillip didn't wait to see if they were leaving for the settlement's gardens in the other direction. He darted down a fork in the path on the tips of his boots trying to be as stealthy as possible. At most, they would think it was a rabbit in the brush. 

It would not do for the American owner of the Mary Alice to be spotted slinking around town on the same day Captain Redbird had pirated a trading ship and relieved it of its cargo. The Mary Alice had sailed into Pensacola harbor good and proper, but no one had seen Phillip Oakley make his way off because he hadn't been aboard. Captain Page and his crew would swear he was, but the men knew he'd sailed their secret sister ship—the Revenge—into the nearby bayou with those who wanted to pirate. 

The path ended at thick mounds of sand. Phillip crept out of a small grove of trees onto the beach just east of the harbor. Waves bounced lazily onto the sand except for strange stalking and rhythmic splashes in the surf. He squinted in the weak moonlight until his eyes focused on a person wading through the shallows. There was a squeal, and his heart jumped. A long curtain of hair swung across a woman's shoulders as she bent over in the water. Was she hurt? One could step on a whipray or pinching crab if not careful. 

Without thinking, Phillip strode across the narrow stretch of beach and charged into the water from behind. She spun, and he saw a flash of teeth when she opened her mouth to scream. He slapped his hand over her lips before she could and pinned her against his chest. 

She was a small thing. A dressing gown shimmered like silk under flashes of moonbeams, and he knew this was no fisherman's wife. Her forehead came up to his lips, he realized, when they brushed over her skin. The lady grabbed him by the sleeves of his shirt and pushed and when that didn't work, squealed in fear. He sensed claws coming for his face and reached up with practiced ease and grabbed a wrist. Her other hand grabbed a handful of his cheek, and she pinched until her fingernails sank into his flesh. Phillip winced, pushed her away, then scooped her up in one arm and hurried for the tree line.

"Quiet," he hissed, his mind scrambling between his two identities. If he was discovered, neither would matter because he'd be a corpse in the hangman's noose if they didn't shoot him.

The woman became still, and he cupped the hand he held over her mouth so she didn't bite him. He prayed she was a lady's maid with whom he was mildly acquainted; someone who would not look down on him and believe his story. She let go of his cheek and clubbed him in the ear. 

"Ow," he whispered. She stiffened. Phillip strained to hear if voices were raised in alarm in the distance. Only the tide answered. He loosed his grip enough to let her feet slide down to the sand. Her rumpled robe came all undone, and she snatched at the hems to yank it shut.

"I mean you no harm," he said in a polite tone but held fast to her shoulder while his other hand smothered any possible screams. "I'm not drunk, and I'm nobody's enemy." That was a complicated but necessary falsehood. 

The woman smelled like lavender and fruit. He squinted in the darkness, and seeing nothing, backed her against a sturdy tree trunk. "I'm going to let go of you, and you are not going to run or strike me. Do we have an agreement?"

In the dim moonlight, he saw her dark features nod. Phillip let go of her wrist. He felt her lips move and hot breath against his hand and realized she was terrified. He wanted to assure her he'd never harmed a woman, but the sword at his side suggested differently. Instead, he whispered, "I was just out walking, Miss..."

Phillip realized he'd revealed himself with the outburst in English. Many of his crew were former British subjects or free men of color. English was the language aboard both his legal merchantman and the swift pirating schooner. 

"Mwa nwan his bamessuh mmtwmdoo," the lady mumbled through his fingers.

"Shh!" He looked around, heart clomping. "I'm going to let you go, and you're going to walk straight back to your home without looking back. Do you understand?"

An assembly of leaves ruffled overhead. A storm was brewing from out of nowhere as they often did. His prisoner shivered. She felt warm against him and smelled like an afternoon in heaven. Phillip strained to see her. The muddled clouds shifted enough for him to make out a feminine face with round cheekbones. His breath gnarled in his chest as his mind sorted through the buildings and haciendas on this side of the settlement. Her hacienda would be a house fine enough to provide its lady with such a garment.

Montego! The stiff, stern, and official abode of Don Marcos Montego was one of the nearest officials' homes. Of course, he should have known her. There could not be more than six hundred people in Pensacola. This was the petite daughter of the don, who had come to Pensacola not long after the Spanish took possession of it from the British army.

Phillip's mind flitted through pictures of a young lady in the Montego carriage. Quiet and solemn, she attended official functions as a lone jewel. She belonged in Madrid at court, he thought, although there was something about her mixed-in Englishness that stood out like a bruise. She looked more like an American governor's daughter than a noblewoman in New Spain—oh, he'd seen his share. No wonder the don did not return home to España. It was clear she was a pebble in his shoe he'd picked up during his service abroad. 

The woman pushed again, and he let her go, nerves clenched should she scream out for help. He would have to sprint into the underbrush and forget about returning to his rented room near the gardens. Her shadowy figure darted up the footpath, and to his relief, did not cry out. Phillip waited a few moments, shuffling his feet and looking down in surprise when his boot heel crunched. He bent over and studied a small pile of assorted shells. There was a pair of slippers, too. Looking back at the water, it all came together. It was a languid night. The surf was calm. No one was about. Why not go wading and exploring? But half-dressed?

Picking up the shells, Phillip crept down the path with his ears strained for suspicious activity. Miss Montego was so frightened she'd probably run straight home and back to bed. Surely the grim Don Marcos did not permit her to wander around at night. 

Phillip quickened his pace and moved up the path until he reached the back of a grand courtyard camouflaged by large tropical palms and orange trees. From the shadows, he watched the shape of the woman slink up to the back hacienda door. He caught a glimpse of her from the glow of a smoldering torch before she slipped inside. Dark, rich hair draped in sheets over her shoulders past her lower back. There was a pleasing contrast between her fine satin robe now slid off her shoulder and a dusky-fair complexion. 

He was right. This was no servant girl. He knew the soft-angled face and curved chin. It was the mysterious child of the don. Señorita Montego—or Miss Emma Montego—if they were on American soil. Who had not admired her? She was one of the few and finest ladies of the settlement. 

Phillip stuck an arm through the bars of the gate and set down her shells and slippers. He then urged his boots to continue up the footpath until it split into a more traveled, rugged trail. Hurrying toward the little village of platform homes, he inhaled tilled earth and struggling vegetables. 

The clouds in the sky moved along at a sharper pace, and the distant moon flashed between their breaks in the sky. A low growl of thunder sounded in the distance. Almost there. Phillip rented the second half of a sturdy cabin from a pleasant widow who did his laundry and saw to his meals. His side of the home had a low log fence, and he could be indoors within minutes if the night watch did not stand between him and safety. 

He forced himself to calm as perspiration trickled down his back beneath his shirt. The storm would wash all traces of him and his arrival away. No one would be the wiser that the pirate Redbird had dropped anchor in the bayou, or that Phillip Oakley was not in port to do business but hiding from pirate hunters at sea.
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EMMA MONTEGO FORCED herself awake and found it late morning. She sat up with a groan and ran her fingers through her tangled hair. She should never have unbraided it. She shouldn't have traipsed outside in the middle of the night for fresh air and seashells, either. 

Her heart hurdled over a beat at the memory of her near-attack, and she squeezed her eyes shut. No wonder it was late. She'd hardly slept at all fearing the intruder would creep into the yard and come into the house after her. She'd only glimpsed him in the darkness—tall, dark hat, light-colored tunic, and wearing scents of tar and sun and seawater. She flushed at the memory of his soft mouth against her forehead. No beard either. 

She shook herself from the shock of it. He was English, she was sure of it, and there weren't many here. Some had stayed when the Spaniards arrived. Their connections to the pelt trade and peaceful relationships with the natives made them too valuable to run out. 

Voices drifted upstairs. Even though the voices were low, Emma could make out their frustrated tones expressing dismay to her father—a noble and titled don who commanded respect from everyone in the Pensacola settlement. She herself spoke español haltingly although it'd been five years since her life in Charleston ended with an abrupt knock on the door of the family who'd raised her since she was a baby. In that moment, a hundred questions had been answered but none of them satisfied. 

Emma kicked down the thin coverlet. Don Marcos was no doubt discussing yesterday's hysterical gossip downstairs in the drawing room. From what she could understand between the floorboards, Captain Redbird, a pirate known to pillage British ships around the Indies, had attacked a Spanish trader nearby. Pensacola's merchants were up in arms.

The front door of the hacienda opened, and Emma listened to the settlement's powerful men drift out to their horses. Footsteps sounded on the stairs, and Emma scurried out of bed to get dressed. Someone knocked on the door. "Yes?"

Her only friend and companion, Roseline, slipped inside with her brows raised. "Are you ill?" 

"No." Emma gave a sharp shake of her head. "I couldn't sleep with the heat and then there was that storm," she explained to her companion.

"Yes, it woke me, too," admitted Roseline in her choppy English. She set down a pile of shells and a pair of Emma's slippers. "Betsy found these in the courtyard."

"Oh, thank you," cried Emma, but it trailed off to a whisper. The shells did not look familiar. The slippers were the ones she'd taken off at the shore last night. Heart hammering, she glanced up, but Roseline had looked away.

"In the courtyard, you say?"

"Yes," chuckled her friend. "You must have left them outside after taking them to the courtyard to admire, but why your slippers?"

Roseline turned, and Emma gave her a bright, innocent smile. "I have no idea. My toes do get warm in those old things." Roseline smiled as she scattered a few seashells around the room as Emma liked to do. 

Emma couldn't move. The man at the shore had followed her home. Those were her shoes and about the number of shells she'd picked up at the shore. Her stomach shrank, and she pushed her breakfast tray away. No one could know she'd snuck out. She glanced at the lock on her door with trembling hands and wondered if it would keep out a strange man.

Grains of sand still clung to her feet from the midnight scuffle when Emma reappeared from the other side of her privacy panel after washing. With a deep breath, she forced her fears aside while Roseline laced her into short stays then draped a clean petticoat over her head. The thin linen protected her skin but was light enough so she didn't suffocate in the Florida heat. 

Roseline raked a comb through her tangled locks, brushed in a smudge of wax, then wove three sections into thick braids and coiled them up prettily on top of her head. Small ruby earbobs from the don were the only jewelry she chose. 

Emma cringed when she looked at the bounty of pearls and gemstones stuffed into her trinket box with her shells. It made her blush to see others in Pensacola exhausting themselves to fish and hunt or scrabble in the sandy soil to grow whatever vegetables they could manage. She'd once done so in Charleston when she lived with the McKay family, but now she slept in a curtained European bed fit for a princess with gowns of East Indian silk and the glittering jewel box at her bedside. It still felt pretend—and wrong.

"Your papa wants to see you in his study when you are ready," murmured Roseline. She swept past Emma to pick up the breakfast tray to take down to Betsy. 

"What is on the schedule today?" wondered Emma aloud. "I planned to go over the ledger in the kitchen with Adelaide."

"Just the usual rounds, although I think the don has a meeting at the armory."

Emma scrunched her brows. "What for? Who's come into port?"

"Hmm? Oh, no one, but..." Roseline hesitated. "Well, you will hear soon enough. Another ship was attacked in the gulf—one of Señor Peña's ships on its way to Havana."

"A trading ship?"

"Sí. No one was harmed. Only goods were taken."

Emma allowed one last appraisal of herself in the looking glass and found her skin sallow and uninteresting in the clean, white linen. She did not have velvety skin like Roseline or the smooth complexions of her Spanish neighbors. She was as sallow as an old sea cake washed up broken on the shore. A sudden thought pierced her vain regrets. "Pirates?"

"It was. How bold, sí?" Roseline opened the door while balancing the tray and yesterday's linens. "It was the Revenge. She flew an American flag, and they had no idea until it was too late."

Emma had not concerned herself with pirates in the past, not settled inside one of Florida's most protected ports. Pensacola was shielded by a peninsula on one side and a barrier island on the other. There was just a small gateway into the harbor, and the allowance was guarded by a battery. 

She shrugged while her mind began to narrow around a horrible idea. "At least no one was harmed," she stammered to Roseline's back as it departed. Emma's jaw tightened. The pirate known as Redbird sailed under an American flag. His swift ship, rumored to be named Revenge, robbed English and sometimes Spanish ships when it was convenient. 

She stared at her reflection. Redbird had captured a Spanish trader nearby. Could he sneak into Pensacola? The man who'd startled her last night, threatened her, and almost kidnapped her had snuck up from behind. Who was he and why had he been sneaking along the shore? She stopped breathing and put a hand to her heart. 

No, surely not. The pirate Redbird would not have let her go. The man last night had a kind, cultured voice even though he was stern. A pirate would have drowned her—or worse. She tucked a braid up behind her ear and made herself stand. Her attacker had behaved rather desperately when he realized she was not whomever he expected. He did not seem to recognize her, so she didn't have to worry Don Marcos might learn of her wanderings in the night that showed no appreciation for his protection and all he had done for her. She must never appear ungrateful. 

Composed, Emma stepped into the hall. Around the corner to the don's wing of the house, she walked with proper, even steps as Roseline had shown her how to do. Here, Don Marcos kept his bedchambers, and across the hall, a narrow but long study filled with books and oil portraits and fine red and blue carpets. The windows were tall, much like the don, and let in light almost all of the day. It reflected off the white mineral-washed walls making the room glow perfectly for reading.

She entered at his gruff, Entra, and shut the door with a click behind her. 

"Ah, good afternoon, my good daughter," he said in his native tongue.

Emma curtsied and stepped over to a velvet chair across from his ornate desk. She waited to be invited to sit. He lowered his chin, and she slipped down onto its softness. "Roseline said you wished to see me," she explained in halting Spanish.

Don Marcos appraised her with feathery brows. She'd never asked his age; his birthdays quietly came and went without notice although Roseline suggested he was well-near seventy. 

"I hope you slept well despite the storm."

"Well enough," answered Emma. "

"Then we did not keep you up. There was unexpected business."

"Yes, I thought I heard someone. Is everything well?"

Don Marcos leaned back in his chair, and Emma waited for his explanation. He seemed to enjoy entrusting her with information of all kinds, a sort of faith that pleased her, but at the same time it reminded her that she was unimportant and who could she possibly tell?

He tapped his fingers on the desk next to a carved cigar box. "Yes, everything is as well as to be expected, but a ship was attacked on its way to Havana not long after departing the harbor yesterday."

"The Revenge?" wondered Emma although she already knew. 

Surprise flickered in the don's eyes, and she hoped he was impressed. He was probably astounded that his noble daughter would know such things, but the truth was she was American and common. She regretted her guessing game.

"Sí," he replied in a cool tone. He flipped open the lid to his cigar box, and his fingers burrowed around. "The pirate Redbird is the reported villain. He did not kill the captain, but three men were wounded by cannon fire. The pirates had sharpshooters on the yardarms and nest, and they were armed with British pistols and cutlasses."

"They took only goods then?" urged Emma. "No one was harmed?"

"Yes, all of the hides and dried beef were stolen. I had a shipment aboard myself."

Emma frowned. "I'm sorry to hear this, Don Marcos." It made the story a little more personal now.

He ran his finger down the soft side of a cigar. "I had letters aboard. I sent an important missive to your older brother, you recall."

"Yes." Emma's stomach cringed. She did not know her brother, and after twenty-three years, she was sure her Spanish sibling had no interest in meeting Emma Rosa Montego, a child from her father's late season of life.

Don Marcos rearranged himself. His lack of enthusiasm to pontificate made Emma feel uneasy. She squeezed her fingers in her lap and waited patiently like Mrs. McKay—the only mother she'd ever known—had taught her to do. 

She wondered if he'd loved her real mother at all. Certainly, her mama had been much younger than he. Had he seduced her? Had he broken her heart like in the gossip Betsy and the other servants exchanged over pots and laundry in the kitchen yard?

Don Marcos cleared his throat. When Emma returned her attention to him, a stiff, unnatural smile tugged his lips apart. "I have something exciting to tell you," he announced. Emma straightened. "We're going to have a birthday party." 

Emma managed to stammer, "For who?"

"For you, my daughter," he answered as if she were silly. "Your birthday is in less than two weeks."

"I know." Emma tried to look pleased. That meant officials and merchants and all of their neighbors would come to whisper in Spanish and stare. The don did not do things small.

He turned the unlit cigar over in his fingers, and his eyes gleamed. "I will invite almost everyone in the settlement, and some from the fort and harbor, too."

Emma caught herself before her shoulders slumped. "Yes, Don Marcos, thank you." 

He nodded, and she tried to brighten and collect herself. "Until then," he continued, "I must warn you to stay indoors and not go out to the courtyard without Roseline."

Emma stared in surprise. "Not even to the courtyard?"

The don shook his head as if it weighed a great deal. "You must not go out alone at all without one of us," he sighed. "Captain Redbird disappeared quickly. Too quickly." Don Marcos glanced out the window at the slanting of the sun. A vine of scarlet bougainvillea curled across the open shutter. "It is not safe for you to go out today, much less sit in the courtyard alone. The garrison is searching the outer islands."

"For Redbird?" Emma felt her forehead wrinkle, but her chest sank with suspicion. 

"Indeed. He strikes to the east and the west of Pensacola, but never our port. Perhaps he is not escaping to the Indies as they say."

"You think he's close by?" Emma heard her voice raise in alarm. The memory of wading at the midnight shore, only to be shoved against a tree and nearly suffocated by a menacing shadow with a calm and courteous English voice made chills run down her back. 

"Don't concern yourself, my child," said the don. He slanted his head and looked at her the way he admired his book collection. "I will ride out to the harbor later and make sure our little city in the sand is fiercely guarded. If the pirate Redbird is here, he won't be able to hide for long. We'll hunt him down, and he will be tried at Fort San Carlos de Barranca far from our little hacienda."

"Yes, Don Marcos." The rebuilding of the fort on the barrier island across the water was almost complete. It wasn't that far away. Emma rose to her feet and nearly forgot to curtsy. Her mind whirled like a flock of gulls. Had she nearly been kidnapped by the pirate Redbird? 
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Several miles due east of Pensacola Harbor on the fringes of a swampy mainland, Phillip watched the reassuring silhouette of his first mate on the Revenge cross the sand in confident strides. Chekilli, named after his honorable Creek ancestor, joined Phillip at the water's edge with nothing but a dagger on his hip. Without a word, they guided a small vessel upriver into the night and familiar tunnels of kingly oaks. 

Phillip let out a heavy breath of relief. The day had been a success. The Montego lady had sounded no alarms, and he had made it safely to his little house in the settlement where he could make a pretense of innocence. His men could hide out in the shadows of the bayou, a choking, dank place closed off and hidden from the sea.

The pirogue glided up to the landing a few steps away from a camouflaged trail a band of Creeks used to come and go. Chekilli stepped out, and Phillip saw him make the sign for two days, and he returned it. Armed with Phillip's revelation about the girl at the shore, his friend ducked under the ghostly barbe espagnol moss and disappeared like an apparition. 

Phillip continued paddling through the haunting swamp until the waterway split, and he was forced to heave his way through resting water until the pirogue scraped bottom. It sounded like a guttural growl in a silent night only perforated by whirring mosquitoes and flapping bats. He stepped into the shallows, making as small a splash as possible, and tugged the boat onto the bank where it would be camouflaged by knuckled mangroves. Struggling to find the trail without turning an ankle, he bullied his way through the trees until the foliage receded into a clearing. 

Candlelight flickered between the boards and high windows of a shack. He hurried past outstretched branches, jerking in surprise when something brushed his shoulder. Jumping back, he went for his knife until he saw his assailant was a small key deer dangling upside down waiting to be gutted. Both disturbed and hungry, he stifled a chuckle under his breath. 

He scrambled onto the raised porch that kept out alligators and snakes, and strode to the door not bothering to keep quiet should he alarm the swamp witch and find himself with a sharpened stick through his neck. Phillip rested a hand on the weathered board and in a raised tone, muttered the old Ashanti greeting she'd taught him. It creaked open, and as expected, she was swaying in her walnut rocking chair someone had traded her for a healing potion. 

"Hello, Queenie Oba." He bowed like a proper Englishman, which he knew would amuse her coming from an American with no claims to great fortune or family. The red plumes in the band of his cocked hat and the scarlet sash around his hips worn aboard the Revenge bespoke what he truly was. 

She pulled a smoldering clay pipe from her full lips. "I heard you coming from the mangrove swamp, pirate," she rebuked him. "It sounded like a bear crashing through my bayou." She waved him over with a faint smile. "Come, show me what Captain Redbird has brought his Queenie."

Phillip scraped his boots on a bristly rug then wound his way past casks of rice, rum, and a table littered with half-filled bottles of suspicious fluids. The open room smelled like cedar, dried flowers, and mouthwatering spices. He ducked to keep from slapping his head against the slanted roof and took a seat on a feather-tufted bench. 

"Your ship is in my swamp." 

"We won't be noticed," Phillip promised. "You can't see her keeled over and no one's about." 

"Nobody is going to look for an ugly pirate in this shumpy old swamp anyway," Queenie agreed. A handsome, ebony-skinned woman with wide cheekbones, she didn't look a day older than he but for the silver streaks in her hair and the scars up her arms. The white of her eyes glimmered as bright as her teeth in a way he found mystical for a woman close to a century old.

"I brought you something." Her expectant grin widened, and Phillip reached into the leather bandolier slung across his chest and dug out the pocket watch. "From a very generous Spaniard," he grinned. He dangled it in the air by a short chain.

Queenie held out her small palm, and he set it in it. "It's rather new," he beamed, "and see that's gold trim on the back and the knob." 

She held it up before her eyes and studied it. 

"The Roman letters stand for numbers."

Queenie jerked her head back as if he'd said something ugly and dropped the timekeeper on her lap no longer interested. "I know how to tell time, Phillip-boy, I taught you." 

He shifted on the bench when he saw her hand move to the clawed chicken foot hanging around her neck. She rolled it between her fingers, studying him. "You bring me a watch. I give you a warning."

Phillip stiffened. He didn't believe in the dark magic practiced in the West Indies, but he trusted Queenie. She was a vessel of knowledge—a woman of many worlds and generations.

He forced a chuckle. "You didn't have another dream, did you? Were you mixing the cassina and rum again?" He winked, and she hooked a finger at him.

"I don't mix my black tea with that poison when I have the best honey."

"And a yearling out there that needs attention."

"Yes," she agreed, still pinching the chicken foot. "You take care of that deer before you go."

He dipped his chin. "Yes, ma'am." Phillip hoped that would appease her, but Queenie kept staring at him with sparkling eyes that hinted at a secret. There was no ignoring it or pretending to forget it. She never forgot anything—nothing she saw, heard, or read. 

"We overtook a Spanish merchantman," he admitted. "I couldn't resist."

She wagged her head. "To feed folk like me? Or to make them pay for your family's deaths?"

Her blunt question felt like a punch to the chest. Phillip rarely talked about his brother or his parents. "It's my life's work," he said with a shrug, looking around the cabin at the bouquets of brown, shriveled herbs, "much like yours. I help other people by taking payment from those who owe me."

"Mmm," she grunted. "I know the British shot your brother while the Spanish stood by, but you can't satisfy your pain with theft and money." 

Phillip looked at the swept floorboards. "I know, Queenie, but why sit in a great house in Jamaica with more than I will ever need and do nothing to avenge them."

She raised her wiry brows in disdain. "You have a fleet of fishing boats and that great merchantman named after your mama. Why do you need a pirate ship, too?"

He shrugged. "If I'm going to sail between Louisiana and Havana, not to mention cruise into Pensacola to fill my coffers, why not make the English as miserable as they made me? No one suspects I abandon the Mary Alice at sea to sneak aboard and sail the Revenge."

Queenie made a snorting noise. "Those who hunt trouble find tragedy," she warned. She raised the chicken foot so he could see it. "I dreamed a dream, Phillip-boy, and tossed the bones."

Phillip sighed as a ripple of concern traveled down his back, but this
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